THE BAMBOO FLUTE
Whence doth it come. Oh Maid ? And who is making this melody ?
Doth it come from the hillock Or just from the bough of the tree ? Or somewhere from the space beyond ?                    ."
It hath 'wildered me and crazed my wits,.,.                     1
(When doth it come.
Is it an echo of the sound of waves.
Lapping against divine Jumna's banks ?
Or is it the rustling sound of leaves
Rising like nectar from a bosky grove ?                           2
(When doth it come.
Doth it proceed from the forest wild ?
Is it the moon that wafts it on the wind ?
Or the southern breeze from a far country ?
The sound of its music doth melt my heart.                     3
(Whence doth it come.
Can it be a song-bird that doth Warble so well such honeyed fire ? Or is it the fabled music divine
Of invisible Kinnars from their aery perch ?                    4
(Whence doth it come.
Certain 'tis my Kannan's magic flute. Oh Maid: It's nectar in th' ear but hemlock to th' heart; It isn't a carol, Oh Maid, but an arrow, To make us all languish in love and sorrow!
(Whence doth it come.n grateful tunes. 'Salutations to Thee ! Mother, Salutations !'         &
